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trro apparitions sprang forward and began to rain Hows down upon
each other with such lightning rapidity that I could not quite tell
whether I saw the swords or only the flashes they made in the air; the
rattling din of these blows, as they struck steel or paddings, was some-
thing wonderfully starring, and they were struck with such terrific force
that I could not understand why the opposing sword was not beaten
down under the assault. Presently, in the midst of the sword-flashes,
I saw a handful of hair skip into the air as if it had lain loose on the

head and a breath of wind had puffed it suddenly away.
The seconds cried 6 Halt 1' and knocked up the combatants8 swords

THE  FIKST  WOUND.

with their own. The duellists sat down; a student official stepped
forward, examined the wounded head, and touched the place with a
sponge once or twice; the surgeon came and turned back the nair
from the wound, and revealed a crimson gash two or three inches long,

and proceeded to bind an oval piece of leather and a bunch of lint
orer it; the tallykeeper stepped up and tallied one for the opposition
in his book.

Then the duellists took position again; a small stream of blood
was flowing down the ride of the injured man's head, and over his
shoulder, and down his body to the floor, but he did not seem to mind